THE  BATTLE  OF  THE   BUNGALOW                       l4l

The Jemadar heard; but may have known, even then, a dawning
suspicion that he had backed the wrong horse. He withdrew sulkily,
decided with belated wisdom not to attempt the difficult task of
persuading his men to attack barracks held by their own blood-
brothers, backed by a number of furious and determined English-
men, but rather to concentrate on the safer and more profitable task
of cutting off stragglers and looting empty bungalows. He mounted
his horse, shouting to his men:

" I have seen the subadar. We are to slay and spare not. Hukm
hat!3 And carefully omitted to mention the Cavalry Lines.

They clattered off down the road, cut down an odd straggler or
two; looked in at an English bungalow, found it already sacked and
empty save for the bodies of the late owners, man and woman,
hacked almost to pieces on the blood-sodden matting: rode on.

A sepoy of the 68th met them: " In a good moment, brothers.
We need help."

The jemadar reined in.  " Help?  And for what purpose?"

" The Ferznghis are resisting in a bungalow. Over there," a
sudden crackle of firing emphasised the direction of his pointing
finger. " We are few in number. We seek reinforcements."

" They are many, those who resist?"

" I know not, jemadar-jL But they have rifles and their fire
i? very accurate. Already my blood-brother------"

The jemadar cut him short. He had no wish to listen to a casualty
list, still less did he wish to become part of one. Then he had an
inspiration. Thanks to those accursed twelve and their followers,
rumours were already spreading with the incredible rapidity that
rumours, true or false, do spread in India, that the 8th were
loyal to the Sirkar. If he rode boldly up to the house, the sahtbs,
seeing his uniform, might well listen to him, trust his word if he
offered safe conduct and lay down their arms: and once out of
the house, they could be dealt with at leisure: it was safer and
pleasanter than risking his valuable life against those deadly accurate
rifles.

He outlined this pleasant little plan to the native officer in
charge of the besiegers.

Who looked at him admiringly. " It is a good plan, my brother.
Lo! here is a white flag. They will never fire on that. Are not the
sabib-log all fools?"

The jemadar took the white flag, a tablecloth looted, heaven alone
knew whence or why, and rode boldly up to the bungalow, waving it.
. A voice from the shuttered windows halted him.

" Stand where you are?   What do you want?"

The jemadar was obsequious.    ff Sahib, as you have no doubt